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UNTFJERSITTAT THE PRESENT TIME, 



" O gentle sleep I do they belong to thee, 
These twinklings of oblivion T" 

Wardmcorth, 



The night had come ; and fair in light and shade 
The sleeping City lay beneath the moon, 

Still as the green heart of a forest glade 
In summer's breathless noon. 



Musing I wander' d, as in happy dream, 
By hoary tower and dark and silent hall, 

And where for many a rood the silver gleam 
Fell glorious on the wall, 
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But chief I marked where rose the shelter'd bowers 
Of cloistered learning, with each guardian gate, 
Thinking of all that 'there had fed the powers 
That wrought their own bright ftte ; 

Of earnest souls that from their mighty lore 
Forg'd armour for the brawling fight of life ; 

Of kingly minds, whose words for evermore 
With noblest strength are rife. 

Whence wonder rose, if, smitten with fond love. 
And touched with sweet remembrance of their 
peers, 

Spirits were wont revisit from above 
The home of former years. 

And so my heart was full of days of yore ; 

And their faint music, murmuring into rhymr, 
Dwelt in my ears, like bee that evermore 

Broods o'er the purple thyme. 



^ 



AT THB PBESEirr TIME. 5 

And as I ponder'd suddenly I trod 
. Within the shadow of a mighty Church, 
Where sleep the dead within the arms of God, 
Beyond all earthly search; 

When pausing there, I saw a man draw near 
From the deep gloom, who seem'd a stately King, 

Bright-eyed, with fair unwrinkled brow and clear. 
And comely as the spring. 

And something told me, this is he of yore, 
Before whose onset for his country's right 

The Raven-flag of Denmark sank, no more 
To rule the eddying fight ; 

Our English Alfred, king and poet he, 
And founder of fair Oxford's infant state, 

Who died and left the laws that make us free, 
Whose name is ever great. 
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So on I wander'd with him, like a man 
That sees a meteor sailing through the night. 

And follows till it passes from his scan 
AVith trail of golden light ; 

And thtis I heard him speak : — '* Since a dread voice 
Bade me arise and tread my well-lov'd land, 

And see how yet the Saxon's sons rejoice 
And strengthen heart and hand, — 

" England, I have mark'd with pride and joy 
Thy goodly corn-lands ripe on many a plain, 

Thy rich towns safe from Northman's fierce annoy. 
Or sword of fair-hair'd Dane ; 

" How wide the realms, from India's burning strand 
To the vast West, thy children hold in fee ; 

How proud thy fleets that pass from land to land. 
Prom sea to subject sea. 



AT THE FBE9SNT Tllil. 



*^ And I have seen athwart the quaking land, 
The iron child of fire in thunder fly, 

And the swift lightning do thy stern command, 
Brought fetter*d from the sky ; 

" But dearest flower in aU thy wreath of fame, 
Eise these proud halls where truth and knowledge 
dwell, 

Where the glad mind drinks largely, none to blame, 
Of learning's sacred weD. 

\ "An eager boy, I saw majestic Borne, 

And marveird at her pomp and queenly state, 
Queenly in ruins, arch, and church, and dome, 
And tower, and carved gate ; 

" With passionate tears remembering in haste 
The straw-roof d palaces of England's king. 

The cities, wooden huts amid the waste 
Drawn closer in a ring. 



8 KTSa ALFBED SUBYETiya 03CF0BD 

" And then I dreamt how sweet a hope it were 
In my own land such goodly piles to raise ; 

And now my dream is here, and twice as fair 
As I had thought to praise. 

" No more with wassail and rude forest-sounds 
The gentle youth wear out their tedious life, 

No thought beyond the boar-spear and the hounds, 
Or battle's deadlier strife. 

" No more the unlettered priest scarce cons the scroll 
That tells of hope beyond this earthly state, 

What time the incense-clouds in fragrance roll 
Prayer-laden to Heaven's gate. 

" No more the few high souls that pant for light 
Grope in the dark of schoolmen's twilight ray, 

l^or sicken while they wait, till the long night 
Glow with the coming day. 



1 



AT THE PBESEKT TIMB. 9 

" But who shall tell the wonders of the time 
That sees unroll'd the treasures of all lore, 

Whatever lives in prose or in bright rhyme 
Shines on for evermore ? 

" Or who shall bound the heaven-bom mind, or bar 
Its motions through the endless deeps of space, 

That onward soars from star to burning star. 
And looks on God's own face ? 

" Nor less its daring when with fear-struck eye 
It views the mysteries of the soul of man, 

The yearnings and the thoughts that may not die. 
The secrets few can scan. 

" So safe within the shadow of these towers, 
Far from loud battle's brazen-throated shout. 

The Muses sing high songs in sunny hours, 
Nor heed the rabble rout. 
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** So duly in these courts day after day 
The Church gives up her holy sacrifice, 

And craves a blessing on their wonted way 
Beyond all mortal price. 

" Nor is it empty show to hide decay, 
Like some tall tree that spreads its arms apart, 

But when the winds thrill through its leafiest spray, 
The worm is at its heart, 

" But life and strength bom of all soundest food, 
And subject to harmonious order's law. 

And seemly reverence for all truth and good, 
And zeal to learn a fiaw. 

" O shine for ever England's favouring star, 
And grow in influence with each magic year, 

All blessings drop upon thee from afar. 
All joy and godly fear. 
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" So may proud knowledge grow, and freedom's light 
Bum brighter, and fair peace embrace the world, 

Till rust consume the lances of the fight. 
And war-flags all be furl'd. 

" Be mine to watch thee from my happy state 
In that glad country where in peace I dwell ; 

My spirit shall be with thee and thy fate ; 
Pair town and dear, farewell !" 

He ceased : I stood spell-silent in the street, 
Still conscious of his presence and its power; 

When straight beside, with slow and sullen beat, 
The Bell smote forth the hour. 

And turning then, I stood alone : above 
Eose the tall Spire ; and sparkling in the sky. 

The everlasting stars, like eyes of love, 
Watch*d o'er me from on high. 
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